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TO THE REVEREB MEMORY 

OF 

The Late Dr. William Wordswortli, 

L L D . C. I. E 

Pr'inctp'fl, ElphiJtHofte College, Boiiibcvi/ 

A true Friend of India and one of her ablest, 
noblest and most fearless Champions 


Tk&si are most respectfully inscribed 

By his grateful pupit 

As Ind'^i preceptor great her truest friend. 

He did the hounds of liberty extend^ 

He solved the seed of liberal thought and deed, 

On India's grateful soil, while most tn need^ 

That hears a healthy, luscious ft nit to day, 

And toil of husbandman doth well repay', 

Thus of an era new hronghl on the dawn, 

And hid her slumber broke, tko’ now he s gonet 


R B P 



FOREWORD. 


Mr. Riistom B Paynnster, whose poems published in 
Bombay newspapers from time to time on various important 
>ub]ects, and among them inparticular on the late Dr. Dadabhai 
'^aorojijtlie late Dr William Wordsworth, the late Sir Pherozeshah 
Mehta, the late Mr Justice Kashiiiath Trimbak Telang, and the 
ate Mr. Gopal Krishna Gokhale are republished m this book, 
iesires me to say a (ew words bj way of introduction 

The names of those five worthies, whose memories are 
onsecrated in the following pages are in Ihemselaes sufficient 
o make the poems attractive Tbeir reader will not fail to find 
hat Mr Paymaster's muse has, in the case of each of the 
wonhies. br'.mght out the salient points and striking lessons of 
-ns career, a'ld given a faithful picture in verse of the original. 
What adds to the value of the poems here given lu a compact 
orni IS that the lives of the five men, who, it goes without saying* 
have been pre-eminently among the makers of the India of to 
Jay under British rule, stand for one life — the life u Inch stirs 
now the mind and heart of this counto mid enables it to look 
forward and aspire Whatever differences of opinion there may 
■le amongst us on the political problems of the daj , however much 
we may be divided on the question of the stages through which 
he country must pass before Indian aspirations, as voiced by 
he leaders of wb >m the following pages of poetry sing, can earn 
their full fruition, one fact is undeniable that a new life of light 
has opened out to India. We stand at the opening of “A New 



Daj ’ in tile historj of this toiiiitij* And of that ‘New Daj 
Dadabhai Wordsworth, Pherozeshah Mehta lelaiig ana 
Gokhale ha\e been signally among the piophets and fore-| 
runners 

It is a happj tbouglil and coincidence which has siigge'te 
to the author of tins book its title Nnoroziana Naoroz 
among onr Parsee fellow -conntrj men means literal!} A Nev 
Da} The Parsee era commences from that da} lhesepo“ni 
are published on that da} o! this }ear What is more important 
they lead with the lines on the late Dr Dadabbai Naoroji wh' 
lias been to India's iieople the father of the N*w Da} of tbi 
future of their aspirations and who from the first to the last o 
lus public career w orked andtnselfishW spent UnnseH for th« 
cause of Justice I iberty, Righteousness and Humanit} 
these poems end with a Second S ries of Mr Pajniasiei't 
poems on the present World War lutowhchthe Biitisli Raj ha' 
entered for the \ery causes of which the late D idahhai Naoro] 
stood throughout his public life extending o\ei sevent} 5 ears a' 
the prime political \postJe of India faithful and feirless to tbi 
end 


I hat gi\es linn the right to the title which Mr Pa}ma^te 
in one of his poeni'i apti} gives to the late Mi Dadabhai Nao 
roji He has been to the India of the last seventy years the see 
old unique in millions ' in this country Here was a mai 
simple andmodest who when hehad finished bis college eclnci 
lion taught for a few years m tlie same college as a Professor 
Uieitvgav e up his Professorship and lived foi the most part n 
visiting India occasionally and foi a short time an 
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'icornmg the deligh‘s pleastttes and conventions of society lived 
a hermit's life wedded to his desk and his Blpe-Books thous- 
ands of miles awaj from his coiintry-nien And thexe m Ins 
study he saw India and her people fat more truly and 
vividly than he could have seen had he lived in Iiidi'l and 
kr more than any body else nho has lived all along in the 
country and mixed with the p“Ople could have seen India at a 
distance was much closer to his v ision than to those whose sight 
IS apt to b" dimmed by daily contact with the passions prejudices 
and exaggerations of life Dadabhai's life as a political uorl er 
was that of th** Indian Rishis r ho living in caves or the 
solitude of the foiests could read the fortunes of their country 
as prophets and discern the tiin*«s aright with a close grip on the 
present and a true insight into (he futtire It is that prophetic 
sp nt which enabled him to start pieacb and emphasise with all 
the vigour and fresntiess of jonthfrom day to daj from the 
beginning to the end of his public life the gosp-l of self govern 
ment for Indio uillnn and under lh“ a^gis of the British 
Finpire Th- growing life of a country, which seeks to advance 
in all directions ii \er moves along smooth lines As it moves 
onward*! controversies also grow and the scene becomes moie 
and moie one of lights aud shades^ the shades sometimes obscur 
mg the lights Just at rresejji when Indn s filled with the 
atmosphere of political movements aud aspirations ue are 
passing through one of such stages There is need for us all 
for the vision which lighted the life, held up the heart and 
buoyed up the hope of Dadabhn Naorop We cau uot ail command 
that cisioii for it is a divme gift but rye cai all partaLe of it 
os we see it illustrated in th- life of Dadabhai Naoroji 
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The late Sir Pherozeshah Mehta, whose life Mr Paj 
master has taken as another subject of hts poetry was bred in 
his younger dajs in the school of Dadabhai. Hts life and 
nreer may well be described as the second edition of Dadabhai ^ 
life and career Both were touched by one spirit — the love of 
India and the faith and hope of India Both had a mind and a 
heart that could see with fine insight the sunshine behind *lhe 
clouds nud penetrate into th** real behind the superficial 

Their politias were not of the anii-chair or the street or the 
marketplace because their outlook was broad, ihetr intellects 
nbo\ethe common, and they knew how to get to the heart of 
e\erj political controversy They were masters, not slaves 
of the common and current watchwords of the politics of the 
da> The> raised every political quesiion to the digiiit> and 
seriousness of a human problem In tint respect the master and 
the pupil were alike But beyo id that each had his special 
aptitude which distinguished him fro n the'other D'idabhai wts a 
statistician He ms a jiiaii of ibe^lool and iron of stern facts 
and figures His arra> of them m ad bw speeches and writings 
made him prosy tn the eye otiiidolenf ninds and slack Uiinkcr' 

I But the thoughtful and the serious co ild p*rc<.ivc in his Rpeeches 
and writings silent unpremeditsto'’ because mliiral, touches 
^ of poetry and humour grow mg of his feeling heart, which 
! ga%e the light of restrained passion to le conclusions and lessons 
^ which he stro\e to dri'c home to the bosoms of his hearers and 
readers Pherozeshah 'fehta was jnssion but it was nil jmsston 
mo%ed Ij> the skill of debate and dialectics and the restraint 
of a constiluuonal lawyer riie contrast such as .1 wss 
l^tween the two may he snmmed up in a few words Dadabhai's 
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politics weie prose here tnd there touched bj a subdued sense 
of poetic passion Pherozeshah Mehta s politics were poetrj 
restrained by the prose of law 

Telang and Gokhale to whom also Mr Paymaster s mtisc: 
has paid her homage in the following pages, had the same out-' 
look and vision which dLstingtiished Dadabhai and Pherozeshah 
Mehta Telang was like Mehta a dialectician and debater but 
with this difference Mehta was a hon tu debate Telang a Iamb 
lelaug strove to wiu opponents by the persviasiveuess of logic 
Mehta strove to crush them by its passion Gokhale bad in the 
earlier days the £ie of Mehta aud would have become a second 
edition of bun but he trained himself on the model of Dadabhai 
So he becam'* a satesman of facts and figures but by nature 
emotional, be could impart to them more passion than Padabhai 
did or desired 

It IS a neb legacy of life of character and duty which 
these four high soulel sons of ludia base left to us And h^iice 
the value of Mr Paymaster s poems which give us trueportraits 
of their personalities 

The \ alufc of these poems is enhanced by the touching lines 
of Mt Paymaster on bis and my great teacher and Professor the 
late Dr William Wordsworth Those of us wh ) sal at that dear 
masters feet and learnt lessons of high value of life and 
j dut> who felt in Ins presence the inspiration such as comes 
onlj from true greatness may well read Mr Paj masters poetic 
tribute to his memoo and find back something of the 
sunshine of our youth as we enjoyed it in our 
college da>s The Avatar or true sympathy ^ as Mr 



6 


Pfl) iinster tnilj dcscnlws Iitm Dr \\'ord*>noilli was one o 
those pemuiie mj sites who IiMtiR in comtminion with “Hie 
ijohle <lencl 'of the niiciciil times iii Greece ind Roine-his Ilomer 
and his Vir^tl-discxriieil Ihe tme \ilitLS of life and held fist 
to the faith of Intiinmtj exen in the intdst of tlie passing sorrows 
and siifferint’s and mistries and dexislations of contcinpornrj 
life We need tint isiih now Wint student is there of the late 
Dr Wordsworth who does not Ii-tl lint he shmld saj of hnw 
Wordsworth, thou shouldst be lixinc at tins hour " 

From 'iiinng the other pieces in this booh, I would select and 
call attention to the poems on the War now nRinj: m Europe 
The lines entitled “llie Voice of the East on the Great War' 
are inspiring and the fact tint copies of that poem, in its first 
edition w re all dnposed oi wilhm a lew weehs of its publica 
tioii shows tint those lines ln\c b^n well appieciated Mr 
Pij master has also added to the present booh his new lines 
on Lord HirditiRo and the Mesopotamia Commission In those 
lints he has \oiced the unanimous sentiment of affection of the 
people of ludn for their late Vicero> 

In commending Mr Pa> mast t’s poetry I would onl> odd 
that It presents to us faithful and suggestne pictures of men 
whose names and lues Ime become oart of India s history and 
deserve to be enshrined in our hearts withgratehrl inemorj 

September 4 J917 


V G CHA.NDAVARKAR 
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composed more or leas ns n pastime during my leisure hours 
mnj be taken to voice a* it were however mnptly, the feel 
and senticncnta of the Prmces and People of India on the 
of the present w-ir All India, with one accord nppr< 
of the righteous cause for which our Gracious Sovereign 
the Allies are fighting and fervently hopes that the da; 
nigh when the final goal will be reached and the arms of 
allies crowned with success and enduring Victory 

I must not omit to express here my warmest thanki 
Sir Narayen G Chandavarkar for kindly writing n Porer 
for this book and encouraging me in my humble efforts 
Bombay, September At 


RUSTAM B Paymaster 
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MR, DADABHAI NAOROJI, 


AJ ODE OF lElCOME. 

NO sceptred monarch now the shore doth grace, 
No Archduke grand of famous Austrian race, 

No ptowd "iT. WiAoyW Cioo, 

No Prince of Wales, of Royal British line. 

No crowned potentate of Western shore, 

No Viceroy-Elect, nor King, nor Emperor - 
But simple, modest soul of sterling worth, 

With vantage none of rank, or wealtii or birth — ■ 
Unique in millions full two fifi\ two — 

We greet, ivith national rejoicing true, 

Spontaneous joy, sincere, as neer did stjr 
The heart of woman, cli’ld or man, before. 

Hail! Heio, Haill Thnce welcome King uncrown’d’ 
Hail India’ s son to Indian home now bound ’ 

Hail bloodless Victor, Hail thou valiant knight! 

Hail sturdy Champion of Truth, Justice, Right! 



P. DADABPI NAOPJL 

ON HIS 79fH BIRTHDAY 
4th September 1903 
^LONE,-^ unfriended, unattended, bold, 
Full fifty years ago he left our shores 


The followuiR IS a copj ol ati atitograpb letter receued 
*he wrjtei from Mr Didibhai Nsoroji in which with cliaracte' 
tic huniihtj he rejjiarks that he did not go to EngHud alo. 
unfriended S.C It need hardly Ije said tint Mr D-idablni Nao| 
"Alone, unfriended, uintfended, bold 
Full fifty years ago left our snores 

To fight our Cause’' \ 

(hough he may hare also gone as ne all knon, as a partj 
111 a business fit in 

Wnshingtoii House, 

72, Anerlep Park 
Lonron S P 
7(h October 2903 

Dear Rustom ^ ^ 

Your poem has elicited n lesponse from an English frie 
I send you a copy of 11, which I think will please you 
will be at liberty to make any use of it While I nm writ 
this letter I may just as well itifonn you tint your first line 
not accurate 

I did not come here fifty years ago — "Alone, unfriend i 
unattended 

I came here as a partner in the firm of Cania & Co 
rery first Indian firm in thisjsiuiitry aiul a large firm too 

There were two other partners with me Mr Mancliei 
Cama and Mr K R, Cama and I represented in the firm lifj 
(he Bombay firm of Messis Cursetjee ISTo-vsenvanjee Conn A ^ 
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far-oIT nritain’s free and favoured land. 

To fiRhi our cause and Jnsticc to secure 
'I’o multi coloured millions of Ins race*, 

Uedress tluir lonjj felt urongs, their rights protect, 
If) force of Reason, Persuasion s pou’r, 

To show wlni fnhled wealth of Indn meant, 
llow \inished her “barbaric pearl and gold 
Wlio sliook her great pagoda tree of tore, 

To prove her stoned riches all were mvlh, 
Delusion, snare, aje, mischief working eant, 

Mow poor, in truth, she was, how starved her sons- 
Tlie brown skinned childern of her suffering soil, 
Aceiirsed h) dreadful droughts .and famines dire*, 
Wlien angrv Nature did put on her frown. 



How her o\\n sons from service v^ere debarred, 
While posts fell freel) to the heav’n born race. 

Ev’n in his darkest hour of blank despair, 
With lamp of Hope and inward light his guide. 
And Faith in righteousness oT his just Cause, 
With Patience, Courage as his \\atchwords sole, 
And India’s needs and wants his battle crj, 

His banner proud of Truth, to Heav’n he raised, 
And gal/ant rushed, midst rivals' packed phihnx, 
With fainting, aching soul and bleeding heart. 
And waged full Seven Years his hoi) War, 

Until he tnumpli gained and victorj > 

He knocked and knocked persistent at the gale, 
And sutfrage w’on of Centrd Finsburj. 

And made his honoured waj to Parlnmenl, — 

The refuge last of everv injured race, 

Where Freedom’s battles proud are dailj won 
Behold 1 A wonder of the age I lint he, 

A ‘darld man proved the champion of the ruling race 

Ah ^ Punots b) hundreds come and go 
On India’i. barren plain, but he, alone. 
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1 Of thirty crores, unflinching foremost stood, 

T advance his country’s long-neglected cause, 
The fierce fight to brave and bear the brunt 
Of scorn, rebuke, derision, obloquy- 
Fore runners of success in emprise great 
No tinsel glory craved, no hollow fame, 

Nor lagged behind, nor courage lost, nor swerved 
From sacred Duty’s strait and cheerless path. 

His course, like Argos', hotirU w.-itched by all, 
Approval’s silent, grateful voice invoked 
From Com nil’s point to Kinchinganga s heiglit • 
Hrave sou of Ind * her bulwark and her strength ! 
ColUnum of her eyes’ Her soothing balm 1 
What hope inspired, what ambition moved 
Thy modest soul, that thou, ujthoiit demur, 

Didst all at once th)sclf expatriate 
From country of thy birth, from Mother Ind’ 
Didst tear th)self away from consort’s side, 
Dissever from thy friends and kith and kin, 

And soas and oceans plough and mountains climbs 
And plunge tliyself unto the bati!e*field, 

And single-handed lead thj vast crusades. 



Like heroes bn\ e of Achxnicnnn times ’ 
riiou didst dc\otc ih} lift to Dnlj's cnil 
And nitlikssh did crush ill) noble self 
Tor Indi I’s s ike, O txilc self condemn'd^ 

() pilgrim blest* O W'lndcring minstrel bold 
From home from friends, from kindred, self expelled 

Could one from life s ippointed portion spire 
Some jeirs ind ndd them to ih) hoir\ nge 
Then Farsi, Sil h nengili, Midnsi 
Mintln, Stndin Rijput, nil nlike, 

Would cnch \Mth lli other vie nnd glndl) lq\ 

At ih) blest feet nn offering of his life, 

And round thv snered brow with zenl would twine 
A dndem ofjeirs culled from their lues 
Togetlier strung, like peirls with henrt md sou/, 

In such high re\erencc they hold thy worth* 

Let ludn now unite ind humbly pray 
To Him that grants just prajer and desire — 

The bounteous Lord of all that’s pure and good, 
That thou unto St Stephens be returned — 

The glorious scene of Freedom s struggles bold 
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jod grant thee further lease of useful years, 

To serve thy country and promote its good, 
>er Empire vast thy sacred gospel spread, 
\nd east and west its teaching loud proclaim! 

Sept 3, 1903 




Tilt folloumi: IS iti- poem fc/eihul tn l)> Mr /Mdatl’: 
Xnofoji 

Hilt now; the \ iliinl Parsec <lots not stand 
Alone, uniiCL(](.(I tn a for* i/*n land, 

Knends Itc h ts in ulc, not one. not iw'o, bnt more, 
Na), he e ui coant them In the fifts score 
A nnn who 'ns l.Mcd heiom! the allotted spin, 

Who *as sin\ en his best to ser\ t his fellow mnn 
Has found such welcome on Great Britain’s shore, 
No ICnj’lishman could e'en wish for more 
\rc spenh of fJntish phtch, endurance, fame; 

WInt nnn Ins earned a more endearing name* 

A torch he h is lighted for the Indi in's guide, 

Wlnb Anglo fellow* subjects rall\ to liis side 
In liiglitern-nmct)*two he won such fime. 

Which optd the doors of Parliament to India’s claim 
Por three short years he strove with all his might, 
Pleading for justice, honestv and right 
And now in Nineteen-three he stands again. 

And asks North Lambeth to endorse liis claim 
And when the fight is o'er, all hope to see, 

D.adahhai Naoroji, India’s Pride, M P 

G.W CLARKET 



Dadabhai Naoroji. 

True son of fnd ! Your life’s great mission was 
Your coiintr}’s pristine glory to restore, 

For which all ease and con' fort yon forcssvore, 

Nor sought mere hollow praise nor vain applause, 
But ceaseless served her long-neglected Cause, 

In her defence Truth's shining armour wore, 

And drew the Hashing sword of Justice pure. 
Unceasing nil death brought the final pause 
To India’s \oiuh a newer faith \ou taught, 

To their >oung minds a liealtln creed )ou brought, 
Showed them the path of fearless sacriHce, 

Of seKless love that sought no earthlj price. 

For decades stwen their Imundless love \ou won, 
India Ins not \ct home a nobler s»on! 
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Tlie Late ]S[r. Badabhai Naoroji, 

OBKYING nau^rlit but Oiiu’s stern command 
Von raised in ns all liopcs legitimate, 

Ntn* Indhi did by matchless power create, 

Nor blanclicd, norquaded, but made a dauntless stand, 
Firm as a rock, for \ our own motlitrland 
J>id not one jot of lienrt or hope abate, 

Once more on t irth to make her people great 
And from their rulers greater rights demand 

The flame of Snaraj )oii Invc kindled here 
Will burn with fervid glow from _)ear to year, 

’Twill never be extinguished nor subdued. 

So long as Indians' zeal supplies it food, 

With strength of nerv'e and danngness of soul 
Right onward twill take them to promised goal' 



Mr. Dadabliai Naoroji. 


I 

’CIS dirk, the sky of Tnd is now o’ercist 
With densest gloom, her Sohr ICmg is gone, 

Who cheered her \Mth his light ind love for jeirs, 
Who ga\e her nobler cires md larger views, 
Infused in her a life of haith and Hope, — 

Of boundless Hope and Fiithbejond .all thought, 
Awoke her from her deepest apith), 

And taught her how to weave her deslin) ' 

II 

No more is Ind a listless coiinir) now, 

Ihill, cold and lihlcss as \ou erstwhile found 
A spirit ntw with aspirations large 
Vour gospel of Swaraj inspires in her, 

Htr heart is stirred unto us wtmost depths, 

Her pulse mines quick with warm and healtli) blood 
There s life in eser) limb, that once was numb. 

And blood flows fret mcver\ arten, 
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III. 


You leit your hearthstone warm in native Ind, 
Those near and dear to you, your kith and kin, 
For foreign lands, in colder regions bleak, 

You stood the stress of adverse wind and storm, 
Of frost and blight, receiving scars and wounds, 
Nor swayed from side to side in coldest blast, 
But manful conquered all for years and years, 
Inured to roughest weather ever knoivn! 

IV. 

Your voice soon gathered all the scattered bones 
That in the valley lay, called them to life 
As if their time of resurrection came. 

Your own example was a deathless torch 
With which was kindled bright for evermore 
The fire of purest patriotism, — 

Which not in mere lip service hollow lay,. 

But deep as life, embraced a myriad souls! 

V. 

You by your self-control first conquest made 
0‘er all your senses, passions, appetites, 



No pride }ou had of victories }oii gained, 

Nor consciousness of service rendered long. 

Blit always like a true Zoroastnan wore 
The white and spotless garment of tiue love, 

In mother India’s temple stood devout, 

And to her loving offerings hourl> gave 

VI 

0 best of patriots e’er produced on earth' 

India’s tiue Saviour and Apostle famed' 

Though winters lunety-two passsd o'er your head, 
Still, still the same simplicity of faith 
You had, so burning and so passionate, 

So unsurpassed in pristine purity, 

Which all around undying lustre spread, 

With reasoned right and sober self restraint. 

VII 

Sagacious leader of your countrymen' 

Whose destinies did mould }oiir speech and peu 
Controlled and guided currents ofjheir thoughts 
To right and noble ends )ou used)our power 
To highest purposes emplo)ed each hour. 


15 


And in return as idol worshipped far, — 

For ever loved and honoured and esteemed 
For ever reverenced and forever mourned. 

vjr;. 

In ev’erj' niche your Indian brethren will 
Preserve your image bright with sacred love, 

Be they Hindoos, or Moslems, or Parsees, 
Marathas, Sikhs, or Sindliis, Bengalis 
Their sons and daughteisand their children, too, 
Will lisp your name as maker of their race, 
Regenerator of their country lov'ed. 

Who gave them eyes and^ve them light and life, 
And gave them voice and speech who once Wn-i 

IX 

Let us not sadden him by our vain tears, 

Too great he was for us to weep and mouin, 

But following his sacred footsteps close, 

In lowly-wise, our gratitude may show 
To him who had the seer’s foresiglit deep, 
Unclouded, sweet simplicity of heart, 
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Whose might} soul poured out but warmth and light, 
In cascades bright, enlvtndhng all the world. 

X 

rile magic wand )ou held as prophet blest, 

Hath changed the aspect of our country’s Cause, 
Where once was dark, there soon appeared aliaze. 
By efforts yours, ’twas changed to crimson tint 
Of dawn, and grew to blaze of glorious light, 

Of Swaraj and self-government \ou taught, 

And earned with one accord and one acclaim, 

The diadem of nximortaht)! 

July, 1917 
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Tf|e Late 

Mr. Dadabliai NaorojL 

Sir Narayen Q Chandavarkar’*; 
Funeral Oration * 

Ye children of our ancient far-famed Ind 
Once rich in sons ‘he cream of human kind 
Ye for whose sake the saint tints now no more 
Freel} and gladly did his life-blood pour, — 

Behold the greatest man of Jnd to-d i) 

In peace to Nature stern his debt doth pay 1 

* Dddflbhaj Naoroji belonged to the great Par 
cOnimuiut\ and it e take atoch of his life nu his exampl 
may I not sa> with perfect jusiice and tniln tint in his carce 
in all be did in all he snfif led and in all he taught he was tl 
Prophet Zoroaster s leligion personified incarnated because I 
%vas the man more than ejse of pure thoughts of p 

speech and of pure deeds — JJie sum ni d substance of the 
strnn religion Iherefore it is no exaggernlion to sa 3 it 
not marntig the beauty of the religion to saj that heuns 
second Zoroaster sent to India to make the sun of righteoiisiies 
and of India s future progress sbine luon. and more by means 
our pure thoughls our pure speech «ti 1 our pure deeds 
Nanjen G C]ni3da\arknrs ontjon at the foot of tlie Toner *■ 
Silence on 1st Julj I'll? 
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Never has India grieved so great a loss, 

Nor she has borne for centuries such a cross; 
Each village, town and city do we find 
Now mourn alike the premiei son of Ind, 

In whom were known, m whom were tvpihed, 
Trails of a holy life so dignified 1 

Our Grand Old Man, our patriarch approved, 
The father of his countrymen beloved, 

Is gone, tlie glory of his life remains, 

So long as liveth Truth, the earth sustains, 

So long as we self-sacrifice extol 
A.nd righteousness, simplicity of soul 1 

To Dadabhai who lias not homage paid ? 

Who seventy years ago foundation laid 
Of progress-social and political, 

Reform that was his faith’s chief article. 

Who saw the seed laid bv him carefully, 

Grow m fair lime unto a beauteous tree. 

In all he did, in all he suffered, too, 

In all he wrought, and all he taught and knew 
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Zoroaster’s faith personified m him, 
fn scr\ ice and \Ae!(‘doing so supreme — 

A man so pure of thought and uord and deed, 
True follower of great Zoroaster's creed 

In truili, a second Zoroaster, he 

How well Ind s future greatness could foresee. 

To make the Sun of righteousness divine, 

And India’s progress and advancement shine, 
Strove more and more by means so just and pure, 
To each our ill ,ipp!)ing patient tnre 

He IS not dead; his spirit is with us, 

And guides us with a will so generous 
The Sun that rose >ears ninety three ago, 

Has set, to rise again, with blighter glow, 

In the guise of regenerated Ind, 

With faith and spirit new, unbound, unsiimed 

He was our own, he did our hearts enthral, 

And go into the bosom of us all, 

He h\ed and worked with us, with might and mim, 
With self-devotion which must e’er remain 
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For all the Indians as a beacon light ! 

And serve, for a)e, as inspiration bright 1 
Lwe by the light of his example pure, 

In all you think or speak or may endure, 

Ev n sacrificing all for India's sake, 

In hall or cottage, sleeping or awake 
In all ^ou do, in all you think or feel, 

Remember him, to his life-work appeal 

Dadabhai Naoroji. 

A Foe of “Friglitfulness ’ 

On Ind s great past with calm delight \oii gazed — 
Her glorious past of Ram and Sit.i^s time, 

When men observed the good old truths sublime, 
Marking our spirit's giowth with eyes nndazed 
Tht banner proud of Progress you upraised 
And lifted us to more congenial clime 
You taught our people higher still to climb, 

And for their lasting good jouraelf eia«ed 
Fresh as the daw’n and as the sunset brave, 

From darkness of the night didst India save, 
Among ideals all enthroning Right, 

For her }on then presaged a future bright, 

All acts of forue, of friglitfulness abhorred, 

And of sweet harmon} full blessings poured > 
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Dadabhai NaorojI. 


A True Zoroastrlan. 

Crushed under Persecution's cruel heel, 

Since your great forbears here from Iran came, 
The rule of Faith and Conscience to proclaim, 
None did so much for Bharat-Mata feel, 

None showed such warm zeal for her lasting weal 
As thou who soon her Champion brave became. 
To fight for her with pure and lofty aim. 

And ever didst to eternal truths appeal. 

Like a Zoroastrian true, good thought, good deed, 
III thy endeavours high had been thy creed. 

Of India’s greatness sowing thus the seed. 

The “dawn of era’’ new hast ushered in, 

From Darkness’ hand the sceptre sure didst win, 
The light of glorious morn soon to begin. 
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The Late Principal f ordsworthx 

GIF D 


Wordsuorth s death ilasi m Italj --- 
'\Ve\e lost the tar of true svmpatbj 
How India was still dear to Ins great heart 
AllliouRh from her bj oceans kept apart 
A quarter century’s length he had not seen 
The land whose staunchest Champion he had been 


><In a letter to the w nter D Wordsworth s niece w rites 

Dear Sir —Your letter to mj uncle Mr Wilhani Words 
worth (of the <ith Jamiarj 1917) was* recened b> huuwith much 
pleasure and he was intending to answer it when he was struck 
down with mortal siskuess and after three weeks of great suffer- 
mk Ixnne asith uncomplaining patience nml resignation his 
noble spirit was released without n pang on March 7lli at 1 p m 
Wt buried him in koine in the English Cemetery where 
Keais and Sliellj rest and Ins gra\c lies dose to that of Iik Diin 
Ilrother who died ni Uome47 years ago huiwhohadalwajs lived 
in tUsJieart ol the tniest frten 1 and relation th** world has ever 
known His nughtj mlellcct was never cJoiulwl to the last dav 
of heallh His Homer. Virgilandlhc Greek I pigraias werealwavs 
to his hand and were studieil for hours daily ^ 

I am writing to you fls I had the go«J fortune to har 
your natut, and address from my uiirle p-tha^is you woun 
kinlly communicate tins sad inlelligtiict to any other of his » i 
1 upils m whatever manner stents most suitable to vou 

My wucK was m lus 8»n I year on \ dieil ot ihe } u 
Isouic — \oius in much sadness f’tvl 

IMMIUM I) Kl\v,o\ 

\ ilia Mordswo Ih Capri ^ 
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Tor <lccn«1cs titree Iwre torch h'od hehl 

To Trutli and RiRht oiMdicncc thus coiiijHined 
As grent preceptor wcW kiionn far aiul wide. 

Our truest friend, jJiiJosoplu-r and ijnidc 
hi India’s i oath ami hi her public iiieit 
lie stood as advocate, hj speech and i^eiu 
To vindicate llieir honour when nssulcd. 

Reason and *1 ruth o’er Pnde^nnd Power prevniJcd 

His niishti mtehect tipto the last 

Was wot the least with cloud or spe L o erenst 

Homer and VirRtl s cotupan> each ihi 

Acted ns tonic Ins weak frame to stn) 

With micoinpfniumg patience pain he bore, 

His true, heroic spirit nil adore, 
lo God hts nolde soul m peace resiRned, 

With sniile on lips and with n trampnl mind 
i rom mortal cod ( as it Alnughti pleased) 

His ardent spirit was at length released, 

Without a pang, w itfaont a sigh or groan 
In calm submission crossed the bound unknown 
Resigned his soul in great historic Rome 
Ihe vrorld-famed citj, inighti heroes* home, 

Once the great Mistress of Hie worla and Queen, 
Of greatest osploits here on earth the scene. 
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ON THE LATE Mr. JUSTICE TELANG’S 
PORTRAIT AT THE AI(TS EXIJIBITIOH. 


Is tljjs the hkeness this the remnant sole, 

This the sittn total, this the smipJe nj! 

That meets the gaze oii eiitmiice to the Inll 
Of Fine Arts Palace, and adorns the wall 
On right ^ Is this what is left here of Tehng, 

Whose fame whose deeds, whose worth, all Bonibaj 
Ere funeraUcymbals ceased ? With whose praise rang 
The air, loud, deep when ruthless D*ath did twang 
His bugle horn and Hope*s» bright lamp did cast 
To dust, b> putuig him to slumber last> 

Sa> tis but esrthb part, nay semblance mere 
Ofearthb part Sheer shade of light and cheer 
That mo\ed midst us ( Steal not thou silent tear 
Wherefore intrude in th Exhibition here ’) 

What doth I^w Joiirjnls* bulk as back -ground ju-aii ’ 
What imports dr5 Reports Ins fmgers tween ^ 

Know'st not that Ltterafnre's clime fine serene 
It wras he gambolled in from hour to hour 
Till cold Death^s dark and gloomy cloud did lour. 
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Di‘;ease’s pall lik weartsd luubs did cover 
And carry him to Lovers last blissful bower 
For ciiUure born, for culture constant bred. 

To Culture, fair, attractive, be was wed, 

Culture, self-culture was his dailj' bread. 

In Health and Culture's conflict he was dead ! 

Culture his couch, and culture evening rest, 

CulUrre this modest scholar -tuartyr's crest. 

Literature true his wealth, delight and dower 
O'er Culture's self his parted soul must hover 
Literature's works should then i^s background serve, 
For these, 0 Artist, will the truth preserve- 

Wherefore these ruddy cheeks, this bloom of health? 
0 treacherous Health f insidious and by stealth 
Didst gnaw unknown his vitals am! lay low— 

Like Ughtmiig'-. stroke, alasl to all out woc- 
Onc who the lore of Last and West combined 
In his own self, whose clear, well-lxilanccfl mind 
Was never swnycrl by Passion's passing gust 
Whose vieu’s and counsel svisc and soixjr, just 
Kight freely sought in need by young and oUl 
Experience' touch-.tcine found but stiuJard gol<l. 

Where are those lieaming eyes, that radiant smile 
Where’s Tclaiig’s shrug of sliotilders that erewhile ' 



vSpoXe oi Itir Con’iciencc* gcntie prick thej bore, 
TJjat bjd }iJi« boldly her fan Voice adore- 
Where s Itts ‘iniooth flowHE: speech for ever sought^ 
All» all, o» earth are now hut dust and naught. 

peb 9. 1894., 
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W LATE HOE. Mr. G. K. GOKHALE, 
C. I. E, 


All India doth with grief disconsola^te. 

Now mourn and weep *i loss so deep, so great, - 
The loss of Gokliale, noble Champion, bold. 
Who did fair India’s sacred Cause uphold 
To mother Ind himself did dedicate. 

And for lo^ed India lus life immolate, 

Who sacn6ced himself and all he had 
A hundred battlea single handed led, 

In all uhose moments, tvaUng or in dream, 

His country and her cause were e'er supreme^ 
Who wise and uell did guide her destinies, 
Neglecting comfort and forsaking ease 
For her, by night and da> with zeal he burned, 
To her, as to a sacred altar turned 
1 he high souled patriot, who the bar hath crost, 
Stood up for Right and Truth at e\er 3 cost 
In council Intis his radianl face did shine. 

Tint with great eloquence did ner\e combine 
Who Kmglitliooil did like emptj honour treat. 
In work niul north liis b^st reward did meet 
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Left au example of life nobly lived, 

By selfless love a deathless ii-inie achieved. 

Just ns a candle, in pure, stainless white. 

Stands straight and lonely on a cold dark night. 
Nor cares for outward glory, nor for praise. 

But sweetly cns^s its own transcendent ra3's, 

Of light and warmth and life on nil arolitid, 
Without a bluster, or an empty sound. 

And melts and sheds its modest smiling tears, 
And all about witli quiet gladness cheers, — 
Intent to bless by its own mellow lighti 
Its lustre, showing all things pure and bright. 
Wastes its own bodj% finally expires, 

To hlmtal death, as a. great prbs aspires. 

So Gokhale by his eloquence divine. 

In Council chamber did so sweetly shine» 

Glad for all India to extinguish self. 

Disdained aggrandisement and power and prlf, 

To ser\’e ns well his life did consecrate, 

And for the general good self nnmhihte. 

With patience laboured to dispel the dark. 

By Hdiicalion's clear and lieai’enly sj>ark. 

With ardour, cool and calm, defeat he bote. 

The more the strength coiKinned he shone the more. 
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Tme son of Ind! Patriot Rreat and good 5 
All oppo‘-ition Uion hast bravely stood. 

By Conscience led. hast well they Duty done, 

In public life the proudest laurels won 
Where’er thon wert, to Ind Ihoii turnM'.t thy face, 
Nor else but Ind did e’er thy thoughts euthtace* 
Erased thyself, thou hast ttpraised thy race, 

DId«t bring it honour, bat thy.*elf efface. 

•Drink, evermore in full serenity. 

The nectar sweet of immortality' 
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The Late 

Hon. Mr. G. K. Gokhale. 

(The First Anniversary of his Death— 
!9th February 1916 ) 

“ The peculiar mournfulness of the great loss, 
the country has sustained by the premature death ol 
Mr. Gokhale lies in the fact that all his time and 
energy were wholly devoted to the consummation of 
the noble aim and object he had so near to Ins 
heart . ” — Hon. Mr. I>. E Waclia’s Reminiscences, 
P- 53> 

Servant of ludiat lojal, faithful, tme, 

Whose wants by study close you so well knew, 
liy dint of ceaseless searclnuR of her heart, 

You put 3 our finffer on the oiling: pari, 

Exposed It to your bold. Incisive knife, 

Yijur skill thus saved betimes her drooping life. 

To serve her well j’Onr choicest gift bestowed, 

And lo\*e intense in nil your orleries glowed. 

To reverence her 3 'onr utmost pleasure found, 

To her with 3*oiir life’s chords and hearUstrings bound- 
You Ihed and moved and ha<l3’OHr }»ing .all, 

In her, O Bliarat-Maiat nt stern Duty's call 
With her your heart dul in unison beat 
Her woes aroused your synipathics complete. 


32 


The Late Sir Pherozeshaw 
M. Mehta. 


ra^et.ng 

^referred to the c-iH !i^ Congress held at Nagpore in 1891 

terms wh?ch Charles^Ldlaugh „ 

'raomenr at the p?eL 

'tolament wLt he ’■'‘^re ZZZ 

-nvSioras*’ ‘‘ ^z%t 

,rmlhoiis, depn^d of th ^’“1 ‘-“‘I'je'ily and despite the prayefs of 
b''ldeforh-? cho^en In i7 Ti who had snrorii to do 

friend, her wise n?.H true and tendw 

®tive m the srrMf*^"'!^ ‘^ober counsellor, her accredited represent- 
" How nohfJ the Empire .. JT 

{"'i^taligably. how devotedly he apphld 
«^a«syniplthv l Ui.dertaken with all that large hu^ 

fJireet h^^?l.? ^ ^ always seemed to me to pervade 

and clnmr,^*^^ r^' and uncompromism*' vnidioif^”'^ 

a championship of right and truth and justice " ] 


Poor India ne’er before occasion had, 

So dismal, dark, so tragic and so sad 
Her joy and comfort all aside she flings, 
Fo'-eboding now her numerous sufferings 
Laments m widow'^s weeds, wdiile hands she 
‘ The mysterj' of the cruelty of things,” 
That with an evil eve snatched suddenly 
Despite the praj’ers of crores thirty«three 


"rings, 
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Her valiant knight, who soleninly had sworn. 
To fight for her, midst obloquy and scorn — 

Her chosen champion, trusted, tine, and tried, 
Her tender friend, so steadfast by her side 
Her sole acknowledfied leader, laclfiil, wise, 

To whom a nation's heart did idolise. 

The spirit knowetli not the secrecy 
That shrouds the fate ol all hiinianify* 

Beyond the veil no earthly sight can pierce, 

Wliat happeneth there, alas f no voice rehearse. 
Ke who so useftfl in (his hour of need. 

Is called away from her with heartless! .speed. 
Who night and day worked (or the common' weal, 
On his sweet tips now death has stt Ins seal. 

He who banate ten Utotisand spell*boiind held,* 
From him, so soon, his speech is now with-held? 

IT. 

How nob]}' with devotion be applied 
His talents rare and hit. experience wide, 

To India’s sacred Cause he had espoitsed, 

By Persuasion's aid (he Rulers roused 
To their trite sense of Duty, which they owed 
To her, whom oft scant sympathy they showed — 
To voiceless, helpless and unfriended Iiid, 

Whom valued some as lightly as the nind. 
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So boldly he our claims did vindicate, 

Before th’ acknowledged Rulers of the State 
Approached with streuRlh of mind and breadth of view, 
All problems deep, no sect nor section knew. 

Led like the Belgian King', with mam and might. 

The championship of Justice. Truth and Right 
In stress and storm found faithful at the helm, 

Bold captain proved in councils of the rea’ni, 

In hall and senate so collected, cool, 

What asset great, indeed, to British Rule, 

What potent factor in the Empire was, 

What good achieved, regardles', of applause. 

What pQw’r tremendous he o’er Indians held, 

All selfish’ sordid gain with scorn repelled 
To India pioved a loyal faithful sonl 
Her service great how selflessly has done ^ 


35 



The Late Dr. William Wordswortlf C-I-E. 


Denth hid its icj Intid itpon the bro'% 

01 him ^lio ’as stood our best of fneiidsi till now 
WIjo the Empire served and sived» 

Whose iianiestill is in India’s heart engraved — 
Our Rishj greaf” our high soiiled teacher blest, 
Whose thoughts were sole to India’s good addresst 
Bi counsel wise our social ills who cured 
And troubles great to lift us up endured 
II 

He strove to see old India soon re l>orn, 

Of light and progress ushered m the morn 
And higher Ians ai d tniths to us revealed 
hoc guidance to onr ancient laitlis appealed 
Our constant good and lasting w elfare sought 
And new desires, new aspirations brought 
In us enkindled feelings of new hope 
And to our learning gave the w idest S'^pe 
III 

He laboured stifdiousljr for da} s and nights. 

With courage rare to \ indicate our rights 
And cast our nistj , rude ideals old 
With earnest real unto the Western mould 
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Deep Influenced liis silent, subtle force 
With self respect we ran our dailj course 
Out of the world alas* a power is gone 
From teachlng^ his a brighter aaj will daw n 
IV 

Hrs heart w'as like the ocean in extent 
His mind expansne like the firmament 
How faithfully he served with zest and zeal 
Did ardeii* lo\e and pure compassion feel 
For the strange Fast the land of hope and light — 
The dear loved mother great in Indians* sight— 
The land the solar king doth ea Ij greet 
On which life giving rays are first to beat 
V 

He alw ays placed stern Dntj o er one s self 
And honour pure above all paltrj pelf 
He gave us light and gave ns strength and sight 
And raised us with great pains to nianlj height 
Stood 'gainst the cause that did resistamJe need 
Fought for the cause did for assistance plead 
A.nd clasping India close to his great heart 
For hve-long >ears he’nohlj took her part 
\I 

He chid OUT foibles wvth a faUver’s love, 

Taught O'! to live nil jealousies nlwve 
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Aver‘?e to force, be won Ijy sympathy, 

Appealed to honour and to di 5 :mty. 

By the great charm of inward majesty 
All hearts to him were drawn mysteriously, 

Out of the fulness of liis heart he spoke 
With sturdy strokes opponents* hick thus Ijroke 

vrr. 

The idol of the student world was he. 

Great in learning, great in sympathy 
Tlie bulwark of then aspirations true, 

His heartening words but gave them strengtli anew. 
Freely he moved among the Indian nee, 

Advanced their progress with n steady pace- 
So rich his heart, so fertile was his niiiul, 

Ne’er judged hj face or race, was colour blind ' 

virr 

The truths voti planted* VVordsworl))! proudly stand, 
For aye, they’ll blossom, flowei and expand, 

And fructify in grateful pupils’ hearts, 

Sweetened with all the literatures and arts. 

Fioni fresher air they still will draw their breilh, 

For geneiatioiis hence, defj'uig death 
Well grafted to the tree of India's good, 

'I'hey'll grow unto the filrre of the wood 
IX. 

With honours loaded and midst loud acclaim. 

You left your field of labour and of fame 
To high-placed pow’r sbjoped not to bow or iio<5, 
Acknowledged bnt your Conscience as jour God 
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I'air Duty’s \orce impltcity obejed^ 

Her sole commands unto jo«r heart were laid 
By instinct moved, jou set the highest price, 

On Dove, on Seivice and Self sacnCce 

You gave us nobler laws and nobler cares. 

And warned us ’gainst all deep laid pits and snares 
New spirit of sed-conscioiisness infused 
fiiat It might for the general good be used 
Brought sympathies of genial wholesome kind 
And instincts of a trulj cultured tmnd 
Your name m gold enrolled ^JlOllg teachers great 
^onr meniorj will Ind long consecrate 

xr 

You loved her most so wiselj and so well 
Oil iou It seemed as if slie’ad cast her spell 
III all jou taught or wrought and all >ou wrote 
Intellectual freedom did so well promote, 

How each cause had with >ou its proper price, 

In toil, in struggle and in sacrifice 
Awaj from country , friend ami all alone, 

Yoiir death extorts to-dav a parting groan 



Five year*! of noble streinious work in Ind 
Are crowned to-daj wjth Victorj Laurels jjreen 
You doff 3 0iir/ai’rHean»o«r with just prjde, 
Midst Indians’ deep and lasting; gratitude 
Vou*\ e borne the heat and burden of tlie fight 
And bravely met all lioubles mipertuibed 
Firm like a rock all storms and winds withstood, 
And great in suffering as m action proved 

n 

Tune was when Nabob ” Viceroys mled the land 
Whom oft did Sun-dried bure''ucrats surround 
Who humoured and cajoled them e er so Jong 
And taught them to repress our noble rage 
But times are changed, now Viceroy true is he 
Who works and feels the most for India's vveni 
Who studies night and day her wants and needs, 
And treats her as a partner in the realm 

III 

d Hardmge, honoured Viceroy great 
is laid on liberal lines • 

‘ People^s Viceroy^ proved, 
m^s grateful blessings true 



Bj hi^ courageous inpathetic acts 
He lea\ts the coun rj happ er than he found 
His name endearing e^erj hearth and home 
alua5s cherish with a rererent mind 

IV 

riinitj the Indians worship now” 

Three Lnipire builders great of foresight keen — 
Our Clement Canning Righteous Ripoii just 
And Hardinge Sympathetic High soul d» kind 
The Greatest Yic rojs known these decades five 
Who loved the people and were in return 
I<ovcd with a ten fold love and reverence 
As lienefactors of the struggling race 

V 

How I ravelj jou soon aft the outrage mean 
At Delhi whore the great Purl ar was hel 1 
I xpressed jour faith unfaltering and firm 
In that same literal poljc> of love 
That erstwhile guided all jour noble acts 
How proud vve arc jour generous faith in us 
Rejxiscd so long bj noble insUncl mov cd 
Hemains to daj unshaken as Ixifote 1 

VI 

mlevl us through (he heart wiUTi'>inp?’tri-uib 
With I rcadth of vision insticc ta^tamllovi 



Yolt inmle us citizen's ol Empire vast, 

Kemov’e<i t!:c fouJ, im’idioiis inr that Ia}V 
Like lend, on nit the stmgcfling sentiments 
And aspirations of the c»uutry*s sons ; 
Displayed great qualities o[ «tatesitiatrshrp, 

As liheral-minded ruler o( the land. 

VII 

Bioad sympathy, the hecret of your rule. 

Eay at the root ol your just policy. 

It was the measure of all rightcoits acts,— 

The heating tiatm applied, with nmvellous skill» 
To nil our festering sores and w’onnds and pain. 
You rested not the rule on eonquerirg sword. 
Nor hasty proved to smell sulphnrions smoke, 

Ol danger-scent where danger there was.none. 

vni. 

Fair England needs no sharpened sword to win 
Her nuilti'colored subjects to her side. 

She wants nor arms nor annnumtion, too, 

To keep m check her crores of snaarthy sous* 

You gave us in the Empire our diie place, 

By sympathy a myriad hearts thus won ; 

The welfare oi the Indians was your care. 

It first and foremost stood «i all you did. 
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IX 

From Dutj ’s palli you ne’er retmced j onr step*;, 
But alwajs forward placed >o«r clienshed goal 
Bi SIX years’ blessed rule o er us 50u’\e earned 
A glorious iiaiu'' to shine m Indian skies 
In jour Own land now higher guerdon uails 
For jou, O statesman, worthy of jour fame/ 

Irue to j our countrj and jour blessed King, 
You\e ruled the land with priceless * jinpathj 

X. 

Amidst afRictions great of heart and homc^ 

^our high and lofty sense of Dutj glcnmcd 
lhat liept JOU at your post with firm resohe, 

A cruel fate cut off m manhood s prime 
Your son, your hope, and your own consort dear. 
At whose sweet touch did vanish all jour carcv 
Whose words of comfort breathed in angel tones 
Fternal happiness and boundless joj 



Or zeal to serve the land at rtny cost, 

And once for nil its rightfnl place secure? 

XII, 

O advocate of aspirations just I 
Inspirer of new hopes, nctv sentiments 
So eager and prepared to face the storm 
Of conflict and of scorn with dignity. 

Par.sightcd manner 1 jou steered with care 
The baric of State through troublous waters high, 
Through rage of scowling storms ned growling winds 
To safe and cert.ain destination marked 

xiu. 

Ah 1 you have* proved a faithful messenger, 

Whom Providence had sent, in anxious times, 

To lull the storm and hush the furious winds 
And teach those higher truths of peace and love 
Thy fame, O avtar of ^icet Sy>npathy J 
Will sure resound, with that of British rule, 

From Himalayas to Ramcshvnram, 

Across long centuries m our history ' 

XIV. 

Dear, dear to you were all your Indians here ; 

With parent-'s care you kept them near jour sight, 
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How close were to ynut heart the Indian crores, 
You earned whom in your warm bosom^s fold 
The ivindly wateis of your sympathy 
Have reared a plant so fruitful and so sweet, 

The hey of deep-felt sympathy has oped 
The hearts of Indians ever— grateful sons ' 

XV 

You lit the lani you loved by inward light. 

And With a statesman’s eye you looked ahead 
Unlifted us from our once fallen state, 

Our status raised, new India did create, 

And found your dream fulfilled to leave the land 
A trusty fuend and not deptndint mere — 

With worthy rank amongst the colonies 1 

XVI 

You were the first to send our troops to fight 
3n far off Europe's blood stained battle-fields, 
How proud to find the Indian forces march 
Through Marseilles m the panoply of war. 

With heaving breast to take their honoured place, 
Beside King George’s British soldiers brave, 

And gam a just rank m the Empire vast 
As equal pai tner in its weal and woe 
April 1916 
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The Secret of a Successful Rule. 


“I havt trusted India, I have believed id 
I have hoped nitli Indn, I ln\e feared ujth Indti 
I Inve ncpi with India, I hive reioiced with Imlii 
and in a uord, I have tdcntiiied mvself uilh Indu 
India's response has befeti a wonderful revelation f 
me <and sometimes I feel as if slie had in return con 
fidtd her ver; lieart to my keeping" 

— ( Lord H.aidinge on the eve of Ins retirement 

from Indn 


0 ' ^jr-iteful Indians, let me now declare 
My MCtts to >ou entrusted to my care 

^^ell I've trusted Ind thro thick and thin 
Believed In her. nith faith to love olitn. 

With her I ve hoped and feire I with her «8 well, 
On \ trying fortunes one could scarce foretell 

1 ve wept with Ind, all sorrows heis I knew, 
Rejoiced with her in her rcjoicmg true 

She in return, did make my sorrows hers. 
Dispelled my grief and made its clouds disperse 
Aye, in a word, I made her cause my own 
Her life, my life her comfort mine I»%e known 
My henrt-strings bound with hers as if from birth — 
My Itnd of hope, m} paradise on earth J 
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i ^cne^rno^ tny existence sa^n; m /icr 
I drew not breath save with h*ero«n to stir 
Ti) her with thread of gold myself did bind 
In her did 1 my true silvation find. 

The kind response she ’as made so cheerfully, 
What wondcQUs re\elalion 'twas to me i 
I’ve seen with pi ide, how grateful, m return, 
For me, ev'n now, her weeping soul doth burn, 
Confiding full her mniost heart to me. 

Unasked, ungiudgmg and unstintingly 
Hov I have luled her time alone can tell, 

But sympathy hath won her heart full'well. 
There is the key, in it the secret lies, 

Of my success, my guerdon and my prize ? 



Lord' Ijardinge. aijd tljo Iilesopotaiiiia 
Commission- 


I 

“Tlie of Jjjfbi ivas thris ujjpejiJJec] jii llie iiitere'^ts oi 

the Empire as a whole In such a cause I was iiaturall} 
piepaied to take and I took them confidently, becaiiSie ^ 
trusted tiie people of Iiidii, and I am proitd to say tliej fully 
jitstifi'^d nij confidence in th-in From the nioinent of the out 
break aiWai and aften it was the steady policy of the Go^ettt 
inent of India to give readily to the Home Go\ejiiment of every 
thing U po'^sessed, whether troops or war materials, and it mty 
b“ st-^ted without e'xaggeratton that India was bled sbsofutelj 
white during the fust few weeks of the war. 

(I.oid Hsrdinge in the House of Lords on Jul> 3, 1917 o” 
‘le report of the Mesopotamia Coninnssmn ) 

The Bombay Chronicle 4th ylngite/ 19t’t 

I 

O Hardnige ' India's Viceioj eer beloved, 

Wliose rule o’er nnlhons hath successful proved, 

With what deep sorrow and what pain we view, 

Th^ ill-founded wanton charges made 'gainst you 
By that Comnn'>sioa's farce that we beheld, 

O'er Mesopotamia Expedition held 
A shame it is, that you, a servant tried, 

Who 'as done so much for Empire 't, vilified 
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You shook your head ate^erj' rtitnotir \iTe, 

Ami spurned all libel and contemned all wile. 
Response so splendid hers was due to what? 

To naught but trust that trust in her be-got. 

V. 

For luonlhs by lacs were soldiers sent to France, 
Full well equipped to slop the foes' advance. 

Her timely aid did check iheiriunoiis raid. 

Upset the plans they’d laid. their onslaught stayed, 
And sa^’ed the Empire, but Kopertlled Iiid, 

And kept hei honour, shamed for e’er the fiend 
So India's verdict is with one accord. 

In favour of her Friend and noble I,ord 
VI 

You gave up ease, endangered ev’n your life, 

Far far away, >oit lost your noble wife. 

Received you wounds at coward ruffians’ bauds — 
The mischief of some tll'desigining bands 
On field of battle sacrificed your sou, 

Like father brave bis Duty robly doue. 

All this you bore for lod s and Empire’s saki , 

How faithless lo this way amends to inakel 
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VII 


Ls it then graceful, grateful even to dor 
To treat him thus for what he as done lor you? 
After his brave work raise a hue and crj' , 

And stab him who has saved the Empire s eye 
Frustrated foes* nefarious dark disigns 
And served the Allies thi s m the nick ol time? 
For shame, for shame, that Englfod ever should 
Reward him thus who *as done her lasting good 



Let India be my Judge- 


' It «Ti throiiKlimil ms constant eiideivoiir to do ni> «r 

n ith sin„-le purpose (hirnic a per oil of caceptional strain a n 
tile face of abnormal difficulties I iiiaj lia\e ^ , ojjt 

eiideaaonr, but sncb a \erdict sliould onl> be K'te'i ,,,,eraal 
of India’s imlitari el.'nrts taken as a whole and of the n le 
situation ill tile vast Empire alitf it slitiiild e.gets 

oiilj by iiiy fellon-coiiiitrymen here but by my ® J I 

111 India to whose eontmiied 

attach the IilKliest value It Is in the light of this wider 
that ms ndtiiiiiislratioii should he judged j I 

(I^rd Hitdinge in the House of Lords 3rd Jills 


In th' House of Lords Tarl Hardin„e well obseivcd 
In feeling terms his dignity preserved - 
It svas throughout my object and my goal 
1 o do my duty with one purpose sole 
rVhat strain 1 bore midst serious stress and storm 
To beep my army lo an excellent form 
The final verdict— failure or success- 
Thc party most concerned-ind-must express 

II 

In thirty seven years' service, will he 
My eloquent defence my best reply 
Not sole from England t will approval find 
But from my fetlow-subjects m great In . 
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To thejr unanimous opinion, too. 

And confidence,' the highest weight is due. 

Let India judge then what I’ve there achieved, 
Brought the ‘Empire hon6ur and her fame retrieved 

in. 

Hear India ’«> genuine answer to the full; 

“She blesses you for your true Ram-like rule, 

She thanks her stars to*ve had in yon a friend, 
Devoted, true, who did her lustre lend. 

A-ssurance gave of her deep loyalty. 

And took full measure of her bravery . 

She gave her life-blood, gave her treasure, all, 

Ih sole response to your own clarion call- 

IV. 


All this she ’as freely done at your request, 
And iu obedience to U«t King’s behest 
One look of love from you ns «»umiuons ser\ ed 
To place her soul and substance, unobserved, 
‘At your blest feet in the Empire’s holy Cause 
One word sufiiced to bring, without a pause, 
Her cherished heir-loom and her heritage 


'o enable England freely a-ar to wage. 

• ,.olre her spirits nen'cd 
■our bold, osstinus ' 

c.r-h the Cause deserve'^ 
'o deeds of daring winch mc 
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The dawji of era ijew yowr labours brough}. 
lu Ind, so full of hope, nnasked, unsought* 
Your hand has hindled such a gratefu! light 
That here for jears and year; it will bum bright. 
Your fame doth live, jour work will ne\*er die, 
Your glorious acts will Slander’s tongue defy. 

20th Attsttsi 1917. 
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The jjiost beloved Viccioj rtiat could be 
Should he be now denounced itngratefull> , 

Held tip to public odiuiu and contempt 
As if he was an officer unkempt, 

His services forgot, or held for nouglit 

By n shrieking crowd, a hinous mob distraiight^ 

A statesman who steered Indn thro'* those daj s 
So perilous, when Teutons storm did raise, 

That broke upon a world so unprepared— 

When It in slumber lay attack they dared,— 

Who boldly threw unto the arena vast 
The bayonct-of what renmiued the last, 

English or Indian, that could then be spared— 

In arms and men at home so ifl the> fared,— 
Who foiesight used, made efforts so sublime, 

The situation saved just at the proper time-— 

A statesman who has done so much for von, 
Checkmated foes'by move effectne, true, 

Who gave the Allies much-needed breathing time 
To mobilise their troops, their arms to prime.— 
Should he be hounded out of public life, 

While yet you ’re m the midst of bloods strife, 
Without a trial, or a hcsrmgm’n, 

Simply by clamour of a mob when drnen — 

A mob so furious and so passionate. 

That knows but how to prattle and to jnate ? 

Fie, fie on guerdon such of services. 

For shame, what base ingratitude is this' 

. 1917 
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Dadaliliai Haoroji- 


A United Nation 

ludia has one united nation grown. 

Consolidated, firm, courageous, true. 

With hopes, ideals, aspirations new, 

She reaps the harvest oi the seeds you ve sown, 

For seventy years you nursed her as your own, 
Tho’ Mehta and Telang soon joined with 5011 
Gothale and Bomierji. alas! how few 
During the earlier dajs you were alone. 

Your single handed fight long niystiSed 
E'en those who looked up at yottt work with pride. 
Their hopes in you were fully justieed 
When you first entered the great Pailiameiit, 

III India’s crores a pleasant thrill was seat. 

When thundering shouts of ,oy t.ie welkin rent 
Sept 7. 1917 
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Dadabiiai Jiaoroji. 


The Self-Sacrificing: Parent of Swaraj. 

The mother phut, attached to fruitful earth 
Willi aid of hen\ nij unter's due *>uppl>. 

Keeps in her womb Itouiul with her henit-stniig’s tie 
'^he hopeful seed but when she docs gng birth 
To fruit to show hcrown hfes little wortli. 

With resiRintion calm she hastes to die 
rffacmc ^elt without a groan or sigh 
Of such derotioii llwrcjs mournful dearth 

Tlioii loo -O T)ada*t)liai^ ^3 1ica\'*nl3 grcirt 
Proved true regenerator of th> race 

il of thy great labour forth didst bring 
"’j w Ih wlucli now India loud doth ring 
which as loving patent thou didst ttpd 
mg it life hast calinlv met th3 end ’ 

J917 
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Britain’s Cl\ainpions. 


Three heroes— Asquith and Llovd George and Grey-, 
Three pillars of the State, so strong, so true, 

Work with nhat zeal and ardour, night and day, 

So loyal to their King and Country, too. 

All private gain, all selfish thought, repelled. 

Like brate Horatio and Ins comrades stand. 

Full Height of th’ Empire on their shoulders held, 

In stern defence of their proud native land 
Three brightest stars shine in the firmament, 

With faith and hope, in hours of darkest gloom. 

To Britain they have priceless lustre lent, 

Bv counsel wise have sealed the foemen s doom 
Three champions br.ive fight for the common good, 
For preservation of the smaller States, 

By highest sense of )ustice thus imbued 

On „ Inch all human progress surely waits 

These hons of the fight, all scorn despite. 

Will pulverise to dust the harpies' ranks, 
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Crush to linn po\vdcr focmcn's boasted might, 

And soon confound their vaunted missed phahn^ 
Our captains bold, in fierce and foaming seas, 

Through stress and storm, will guide our bark 

with ease' 



}|is Life’s Desire, 

Lieut-Genernl Str Pert^psing, who is in the fighting line in 
Prance, has made the following statement to the London Repr- 
esentative of the New York Sun • — 

Oil hou I \Msh that I should fighting die, 

Heading m} Lancers following close b) 

I uould such death came to me soon and fast. 

The death each Rajput loves to die at last 
2ut if I die in bed, a doctor b}', 

Though in my name land, my deir ones nigh 
In blissful ease, ah' then, 1 taKe, 1 onn 
Much longer time t’approch the Heat’nly Throne 
1 have not had, alas' so long my chance 
Though waiting still in fighting Ime in France, 

But soon I hope to charge the foe ingrate, 

Just at the head of my good Lancers straight 
Die for my own belov’d King Emperor 
And the brave Allies in tne red field of war 
Accept all Indian Princes gleefully. 

The war as God sent opportunity 

For them to show their soul’s great lojalt). 
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To their brave Kinj* in his necessity. 

If onr King Georfje (heir services doth need, 
They’ll serve him well ev'n in the ranks indeed. 
As private soldiers, with no pay or rank. 
Ke^jardless equally of prize or blank. 

Gladly will they rush to the battle-held. 

Nay, send their sons, on whom all hopes th. 
Doth not the Prince of Wales fight in the • 
With soldiers of the English and the F» 

The Rajput true looks to Ins 'Majest) 

As second only to God’s sanctity. 

He scorns ignoble flight, and fighting d 
Counts only death-brave death-his l'«' 

♦'Hj.jn troops, of ancient noble 
to trench life, still have pr 
’Ury attack how well they’ \ 

• -'ired of their clan their live 
kOw anxiously we're looking for I 
The great field d.iy — when we’il 
On Europe’s batlle-field oiir fam 
As_ Rajputs meet the foe, and op 
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0’ ma} I have my last great wisli fulfilled, 

Ihat 1 unto my God my soul should }ield, 

As Rajput fighting at the head of men. 

Thus leave the world at three score years and ten 
Let this be soon, O sooner let it be — 

To die on field in joy and ecstasy ’ 
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Why Should We Not Sing 


Mr Lloyd Gemfic it the Welsh Eisteddfod isfeed 
should ue not sinR during the nir ? ^ 

ue not sing it this stage of the t\ir fre 


I 


Lloyd George, oiir Emptre’s idol md its pride, 
Who to himself all ease Ins long denied. 

Well spoke at the Welsh Festival of Bards, 

Tint no true Briton now street songs disctrd^ 
Why should they not sing during this Great V, 
As in the tunes of peace they did before ’ 

Why not at least at this decisive stage, 

hen gainst the foes ne rush ttith roighlv rag 

II 

The •' blinds of Britain " are not ev ii t et dottn, 
Far yet from viett is Victory’s flotter d crottn. 
But side and certain is otir prize ere long, ^ 
Why not indulge in sweetest strains of song 
For Britain’s honour is not faint nor dead. 

Her dim foe, news hearts so tt.de I, as spread, 
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Her might not bioke, nor in the least impaired, 
And never yet her choicest manhood spared. 

HI 

Her life’s not waned, nor destiny fulfilled, 

She has till now accomplished what she w’illed. 
Ideals noble are not shattered yet. 

So well performed the task before her set. 

More than alive is Britain still, indeed, 

Loyal she is, and faithful to her creed, 

The noblest blood still flows in her proud veins, 
And blessings of all weaker States she gams 
TV 

More potent now and sounder than she was, 

Free Britain stands to help the righteous cause 
Her wide dominions widf*r than before, 

Her myriad subjects love her more and more. 
Deeper her influence o’er the Empire vast. 

Her daughters overseas cleave to her fast. 

As guardian of the seas her fame doth ring, 

Why should her children then not play or sing ? 
7 



V 

*Tis true thnt thousands of her gnllant* sons 
Are failinpj in tlic figlil against tlie Huns, 

Like mellow fruit by wildest whirlwind driv'n. 
How cheerfully these youths their livTs have gh’ 
So let tis of their heroism now sing, 

Sing to brave England and her thrice-blest King 
Tile land that gave so many heroes birth, 

The brightest and most gallant tract on earth 
VI 

War's thunders loud have often shook her hills, 
But the good harp its mission still fnihls, — 

How on (he needy it» sweet solace pours, 

It never has been silenced by past wars. 

'^er soldiers sing the finest songs of old, 
heir country’s Honour on the field uphold. 

Their souls will play in harmony with songs, 

Just when they march to right all human wrongs 

vn 

Know ye not that the love-lorn Nightingale, 

The bird of thousand songs, doth e’er regale 
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Oiir ears with music clear and bright and sweet, 
And strains of true love and devotion meet. 

He trills his songs in stillness of the night, — 
The sweetest songs of triumph o'er ill plight, 
His plaintive voice resounds all o’er the hills, 
His throat expresses wint his soul fulfils. 

VIII 

So too the y cjmro sings in joy and pain. 

In Woe and weal alike, \\itli equal strain, 

He sings at work, and Itkewise sings at plaj, 
Sings in the night during the brightest day. 

He sings in storm and in the sunshine's cheer, 
True solace finds in song to him so dear. 

All sing in peace, why then not sing m war? 
Why not sing now as in the days of vore? 

TX 

We-ll vallevs cross and bridges storm ere we 
Shall see the loveK face of Victory. 

The foe's retreating now. he'as lost his tide. 
From dominant positions hurled aside. 

The legions of th’ Oppressor back are driv’n, 
Onr Knnner of Succcss has forward striv’n, 
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Oiir millions stand now in the battle line, 
Facing the foe and death with spint fine 
X 

Relieve your soul and sing your native hymns, 
The song enlivens what the conflict dims, 
Convey in song you cannot voice in words 
What sweet melodious medium it affords ! 
Th’eraotions surging in the nation’s soul, 

By brutal tlireat or fear you 'll ne'er control. 
When th’ eager soul o’erflou’s and needs, 

O give it vent, and sing heroic deeds 1 


JO 



The Starving Belgians- 

lucked ruthless from the stem before its time, 
the rose, so sweet, is trodden in the sand, 
tVhat fair and stronq did in the garden stand, 

Is basel) drifted to a foreign clime, 

^0 fault against it proved, no charge, no crime, 
exile jet it feels the hated brand, 

Compelled to quit its dearest native land, 
Condemned to cruel fate before its prime ' 

lies, so starved, deprived of light and air. 

All colour lost, the fragrance ^iH is there, 

Its early bloom, so charming once and fair, 

For want of care, how pale and wan it lies 
Oil ! lift It, press It to your loving eyes 
Such trampled sweetness your care justifies 

July 3, 1916 



The Childnen’sr Day: July 10. 


An AppenI On Behalf Of The Belgians 
I 

O children of the BtitKh Cmpire vist, 

Tike your hits round collect the coins non fist 
Your Iibonrs for your fellows soon be^in» 

'* One touch of Witure make^ the whole world kin 
Now in their troubles and afflictions sore, 

Go Inste and score, bung monev more and more 
Perchance you'll meet some purse proud relatu'e 
Gostiajghl to lum and let the Belgians live • 

n 

All sums, liowever smill, with cheer receive, 

Your work as point of honour do conceive 
Go, pester first your relative and fnuid. 

And of vour aim be sure the pure your end 
Acquaintances, evn strangers do not miss 
Be nor ashamed for such a cause as this 
Denv yourselves all luxuries and save 
For starving millions gallant and so brave 
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Ye, uho, like furies, spend on immage feasts, 
And will )our stomachs ^ill like iiiingry beasts, 
Reserve a slice for those, the helpless poor, 
Rreserye a pittance for them from your store 
Driven from their homes, obliged to emigrate, 
lliey’ve kept their spirit high at anv rate 
Tor Duty gave their substance as their price, 

Toi Honour made their utmost sacrifice 

IV. 

‘ fj 

See how ouriKiug taboos, with free accord, 

All Wines and spirits from His ro)al board. 
Example from His self denial lake, i i 

Wake up betimes, your dail> savings make, 

And send them to )Our friends, tlie Belgians poor, 
From penury now dnv'n from door to door 
Hoh enrae5tl;y the} now for help oppe-tl, 

KUiete the.r tt.tnts tnd for them deepl} feel 

V. 

Even children can dn much, so if thev clioosc. 
However small t'*e.r share, none should refuse.^ 


*3 



The boy, by making basket and ev’n kite, 

The girl, by working with her needle bright. 
Can earn and save, for sulTering Helgians brav , 
And both can give whate'er they find, or lave. 
From luxuries excess if set aside. 

The same how well the needy will provide' 

VI. 


So many souls, alas! get barely J-et, 

One meal a day ! O pampered wealthy setl- 
Leave luxuries, and simple war-bread eat. 
The starving Belgian as your brother treat. 
Starvatibri-struck, how he now stands aghast. 
His limbs all colourless, his eyes down-cast- 
His haggard look, 'cdudition woe-bdgonte, 

His skin so sallow, cheeks so pale hud wan 

■'I vn. 

With what e'yis' would you ^ 

When you till Jast enjoy your f"' ' 

And your Ally bravb, who has staked i shll 

For your own sake at Duty’s urgent call 

Looks quietly on, whilef you en] J > □ P 

And leave your saviour thus to starves 


-cas 


14 



No remnants, nay, no broken crumbs to spare, 

For him, however coarse, as barest fare. 

' VIII. ■ 

Are you aware how much you daily waste, 

Which kept, the starving ate with perfect taste ? 
How much your fripperies would cover, indeed, 

The poor who stand of patches ev'n in need? 

The poor, for sootli, for twelve months would 

not want, 

If but the wealthy gave, however scant, 

Their pieces out, their torn and castaways, 

An*d all their wasted stuff of but two days I 

* IX. 

O by your work of true beneficence, 

Lift up the starving, injured innocents. 

.By patient constant dribblets you can make, 

A reservoir full, or ev'n a lake. 

From annas rupees, rupees sovereigns, 

You soon can make, if you will but take pains 
So by your mission of sweet mercy, pray, 

Make July loth a memorable day ! 
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X 

At lensf yoir// give tliem necessarjts bare, 

Or means provide for fhe most frngal fare. 

Of those jour brethren nixLyour sisters, who. 
Have proved in imies of neccj^djes so true. • 

J luis keep them from Starvation's cursed door^,^ 
Collect gpod tftims and scyid, these more am) more 
To Relginm’s^.ilJant sons and daughters bold, 
Who liave, for }ou, borne miseries untold ! 

XI 

See that tliej'gct .it le.ist ofijfi .i day, 

'I’o keep them going, ay^ let them not say 
^'We^ve almost perished for the cause of Truth, 
But neither foe norfrrend now’shoivs ns rnth.l 
Ail praised onr pluck, bnf pitied not oiirjUick .1 
None gave us food or drink, tholigh fariitnc-slriibl^. 
More welcome solid foocTlban empt^' prarse, r 
A fuller stom.ich than ev'n songs nhd rays*'’ 

• xn. 

In their hard times noiv play yonr kindly part; 
Assist them well, from bottom of yonr heart. 



Give with you sweet voice recitations nice 
And first rate sports with music of your choice. ~ 
^oiir mission of kind mercy well maintain, 

And Conscience’ fullest approbation gain. 

Stand by the suffering Belgians in their plight, 
See how they fought for Justice and for Right I 
. XIII. 

The Belgians stood so firm, much fewer though. 
Between us and the fury of the foe, 

So upset his plans, so carefully mitured, 
full thirty years, for Victory assured. 

Their chivalry enriches human race, 

And lends to E'aith and Honour their due grace, 
fo Belgians then the fullest tribute give, 
fhere starving clnldrep’s present wants relieve 1 

7lh July 
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The Charge of The Deccan 
Horse And The Dragoon 
Gurads, 


i^th July 1916 

r 

All! see huu* in the conHict on tlie Sonine, 

Away from trenc!ies'*/ine, and far from home, 

Our horsemen clean rode down the Roches mean, 
With skill removing obstacles between. 

Iiach one u’ith great enthusiasm burst, 

Intent at once to meet the foe accurst. 

Tiiey left their camp, so early in the morn. 

To realise to Ml their hopes new-horn. 

11 

Our cavalry went clattering past the trench — 
Dragoon Guards and the Occcaii Horse — to queijfh 
Their thirst, long burning with impatience keen 
And overleaping zeal, had eager been 
To draw their sabre, Ici-el straight iheir l.mce, 

And thrust iu foemen’s flesh, as it may chance. 



Our horsemen first advanced with rapid bounds 
threw out patrols to inspect the ^'rounds. 

Ill 

the same time from up the aeroplane 
A view was taken how the foes had lam. 

Thrice the machine encircled o'er the spot, 

Just like an eagle when its prev is sought, 
soon the aircraft hovering overhead, 

Swooped down upon the field quite undismayed, 

And brouj-ht tlie longed for information true, 

That helped us in our combined ventures new. 

IV 

With violent force our small guns rattled loud, 

They frowned with scorn and looked amaaing proud, 
The Deccan Horse joined Dragoons in th' attack. 
The foemen’s fire soon greeted uarm their back. 

That instant horse and footmen well replied, 

Unbucketing their rifles bravely tried, 

Poured in a heavy fire with smart elfect 

And spirit high, uncommon skill and tact. 
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V 

The ground was hard, a true morass of shell, 
Mine-plougbed, bestreu’n ivitlj disused things pe)I 

mell 

Wrpcired barbed enMnglenients of wjre there lay 
Lilce plants and creepers on thetr rugged way. 

The Itorsemen did not liesitate nor blench, 

But dauntless rode right upto the last trench 
Of the mean cowards, but found they had left, 

Save for some gunners few, of faith bereft 
V'-I 

The Germans there were m the open caught, 

They walked into the trap unasked, unsought, 

Fell humbly on their knees and pity craved, 

Deemed fortune great, if but their lives were saved 
They clung to horses’ legs so close and fast, 

That hard it was to sep'rate them at last 
Soon patrol came to capture prisoners thus, 

And take them in its charge, without least fuss. 

V 

'Twas like a dash across a polo field, 

But all our nerves, so gnm m earnest, thrilled 
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We stiuck between a pirty of tlie foes, 

When there fell dusk, but none thought of repose. 
Many of them we stuck with sword and lance— 

A glorious sight, few, few would thus advance. 

All night we sent up star shells shedding light, 

Like all display of fire works dazzling bright. 

VIII 

The tigei's cub that ne’er has tasted blood, 

Rut lived on milk and vegetarian food, 

If once unwitting it doth chance to eat 
Some fresh killed ox or heifer’a tastv meat, 

It ceaseless runs about for such a prey, 

Nor rests uithoiit it, or b\ night or day ; 

So now our hoi semen tasting well the fight. 

Will often crave for such a dashing sight. 

IX 

Though nothing common m their caste or creed, 
Marathas and the British \vere indeed, 

Brought soon together bv one purpose there, 

One aim, one hope, one object and one care. 
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Before which every other interest failed, 

No matter what the sacrifice entailed. 

Such exploits high with credit great redonud 
On Indians loyal, faithful and renowned. 



1285 i Y. 


sons and daughters of the Empire ^ast, 

For Honour and for Truth fight to the last 
Now IS the time to render ever} rnd, 

That’b in \oui power, in sunshine or in shade 
-^o not complacent with arms folded stand, 

\nd be a burden on }our motherland, 

Dr helpless dull incumbrance on the State, 

Benealn the shadow of whose rule yon wait. 

See troops of Ahnman 'ainst Ormaid bright 
Df force and fraud, arra>ed, ’gainst Truth and Light. 
Lie Ins been glonfied and Trutli denied, 

E\ 11 God defied in arrogance and pride 
For their false creed and their iinhol} war, 

Full heartih the demons sou abhor 
With futh and hope war to the laai do wage 
Inioke on miscreants Hmh Heaien’s rage 
Make* firm resolit, on this the new Year's Da), 

To crush tilt faithless foes, come, come, who ma) i 
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Tlje Parsi New Year’s Day. 


Hail 1 Morning of the new-born hopeful yeai, 
Ifring tidings of great victory and cheer, 
Success to British arms, tlf Allies’ great Cause, 
A glorious peace, and joy for Nations’ laws 
In Western fnd by strength of grace divine. 
The 1‘arsis now in public spirit shine 
Since the advent of the British here in Ind, 
Zoroastrians deep to them attached you’ll Imd, 
Firm with the Biitish rule our fate is sealed, 
On it our highest hopes we alwayi biiild.- 
A thrice-blest rule, ordained by Providence^ 
For India’s needed slow, but sure, advance. 


A happy rule, where Riglitcoiisiiess governs 
tvlicL Faith and Freedom’s taper constant burns, 
Where valour true and martial glory s line, 

And truth and right with nianliuess combine . 

And high and low their diirereneessiiil.. 
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Where salmon and the whale still sleep in peace, 

In waters of the Empire^s circling seas; 

Where undisturbed do we our faith preserve, 

Our ancient customs and our rites observe. 

With thee, Oh Britain 1 Parsis stand or fall, 

To thee, in thy sore need, we give our all. 

Thy strength our strength, thy honour is our pride, 
Our fullest trust and hope in thee confide 1 
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‘‘ Frigljtfuliiess, Ell! 


The Fate of The S S, Arabia 

The frantic elForts of a fiendisli foe, 

LiLe desp’ rate bettings losing gamblers tr), 
Deligliung in a babe s or uoman’s sigh, 

Care not God’s ii'c d, appointed )nvs to knon, 

Nor nations’ compacts iiillovvcd b\ Time’s flow — 
The fateful day of rdek'ning drawing nigh, 

When all the victims will for \engcance cr), 

And thick and hot will accusations grow 

Why not come out on ocean's highwa) stiaight, 
With boasted Fleet for open fight to wait ^ 

Why sneak and skulk in cross and crooked lane, 
And thus the name of manliness piofane * 

Thou bast earned Kaiser, curses of the world, 
Against all human rights defiance huiled 

Noveniher lo 19^6 
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A penny saved ’s not.only penny got., 

It will perhaps decide the chance of war, 

By giving foes a final, deadly shot, 

And seal thus Europe’s fate for evermore. 
Give up your comforts and your In.Miries, 
Until the enemies 'confess defeat. 

Your luxuries will cost your liberties. 

While timely thrift «ill win success complete. 



Their Majesties’ Xmas Wisi|es. 


To Sailors and Soldiers 

My fighting force, all tho<?e on land and sea, 

'^pend Cliristmas this in happiness and glee. . 
Ve send yon all a New Year’s wishes true, 
hveet happiness may ceaseless follow you, 

'or victories, for hardships long endured, 

'nil well of justice of our cause assured. 

'or readiness to serve our King, no less 
I'or your onu bnglit unfailing cheeriness, 
Another Christmas season has come round, 
Th’ Allies still are firm to the trenches bound 
In you liowc’er ih' limpire’^ confident, 

(From every p^irt it has its wishes sent), 
Remains resolved to win ihe woeful war, 
bttermined with a wiU as ne’er before. 

May Almigbi' Ood protect and bless you all, 
Those serving far or near, at Unty’s c.,IM’ 


29 



TO SICK AND, VVOUNDEi:) 

O War-\vorn soldiers, sick and wounded mine, 

O SHlPring sailors on tlie foamy brine, 

Oi;r ihonghis go constant round your sick bcd-sWe, 
The Queen’s and mine, at this our Christmas tide. 
E’en m^re than e’er so maimed and mangled you, 
Among my soldiers and my sailors true. 

Deep from our hearts wc wish you health and strengt 
To bear your sufFring drawn to such great length, 
And many liappier blissful years to come, 

Among your friends, in your own peaceful home I 
^ec. 2d, , 9 /d'. 



His Majesty’s Speech op The 
Prorogation of Parliaipent. 

Throughout the months since I addressed you last, 
True to their glorious, high traditions past, 

My valiant troops have well before my eyes, 

In proud gonjunction with my brave Allies, 
Unceasing vigilance and valour shown, 

And justified my trust in these my own. 

However long the struggle still may last, 

Their zeal supported by the Empire vast 
Will finally achieve those worthy aims — 

The truth of which the world so loud proclaims, — 
For which I entered on this war, T trow. 

Unaltered and ev’n unimpaired I know 
My Government has been reformed now thus 
To take against the foes steps vigorous. 

To attain this object, and to reach this goal, 

Must be our highest aim and purpose sole. 

Until those rights ue fully vindicate 
That ruthlessly our foes did Molate 
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Anti place the safety of the Empire vast, 
On basis firm, foundation well re'cast. 

For righteous cause my peoples all unite, 
Support me fully with their utmost mite. 

I pray tlie Almighty will His blessing give 
And strength of will oiir object to achieve. 
2ist Decembei 1916, 



“Peace or War? 


( The Pi emter at Guildhall on 
Jith January 1917) 

“ Why is War preferable to Peace’ " 

At th’ Allies’ last Conference at Rome 
All did to one determination come 
No flinching, wav'rtng or faint-heartedness 
But unity of aim there ruled, no less, 

With grim resolve and purpose sole t' achieve 
The end, for which we challenge did receive, 
And Europe forever of the menace nd, 

Witli firm strong will such impious raids forbid. 
Ere we the Temple of fair Peace rebuild 
See Its foundations solidly are filled, 

How infinitely preferable ’s War 
To grim, perpetual menace on this score , 

To purcliase peace at heaaa Prussian price. 

Aft serious loss of blood and sacrific 
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And place the safety of the Empire vast, 
On basis firm, foundation uell re cast. 

For righteous cause my peoples all unite, 
Support me fully with their utmost mite. 

I pray the Almighty will His blessing give 
And strength of will our object to achieve. 
2ist December 1916, 



“Peace or far? 


( The Premtet at Guildhall ,m 
tith January 1917) 

" Why is War preferable to Peace ’ 

At th> Allies' last Conference at Rome 
All did to one determination come 
^0 flinching, wav’nng or faint-heartedness 
unity of aim there ruled, no less, 
grim resolve and purpose sole t" arlneve 
end, for which ue challenge did receive 
Europe forever of the menace nd, 

^^'th firm strong will sncli impious raids forbid 
^tene the Temple of fair Peace rebuild 
its foundations sohdiv are filled, 
infinitelj preferable ’s War 

perpetual menace on this score; 
purchase peace at heav\ Prussian price, 
serious loss of blood and sacrifice. 
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So squander not your wealth in luxuries 
^Vitli It help soldiers ours 'gainst enemies, 

No better use, investment safer, find 
Than-strengtli of wealth with strength of arm 

combined 
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The Premier at Guildljall. 


I 

f Allies feel that i( Victory ts difficult, defeat la impoastble ’ 
[Uii the occasion of the ■war loan meetiiig-7 J th January 1917.) 

The black mark of Deftat writ on' his brow, 

The foe’s long-wrought machine is crumbling now. 
See how oppressive is the base poltroon. 

He drugs those whom he could not well dragoon 
For us defeat ’s impossible to gam, 

H victory be difficult t' attain 

Save Europe from dark djed despotism 

And menace of black militarism. 

Resolve to nd the world e’erlastingly 
Of hateful military tjrannv. 

To England’s aid tli' Allies look more and more 
Full confident of her unmatched sea-pow’r. 

Her gallant nav) strangles th’ enemies, 

Inspite of all their open piracies 
Our armies cleave the rOad to Victor)-, 

With due support from th’ Empire’s armoury^ 
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II 

"The Prn>isnn menace at present constitute'; a niiiiu S 
mottgace ’’ 

A loan successful proved would shorten war, 

Save lives of th’ Empire vast from shore to shore, 


Save Europe and civduation hers, 

From base abhorred Fo-’s perpetual curse 
Each well-directed cheque, if duly primed. 
More useful than a twelve-iucher well time , 
To clear the pith thro’ tangled barbed wire. 
Like shot or sharpuel thro' the Heart entire 
■Twill hurtle thro- the air to /“P' 

And teach the foes the thorns of hardship reap 

The more we give, the shorteruaru.il be, 

So much the nearer to our Victory 

No venture rash 'tudl p.ovenogreedy spe -, 
y„.„tto'see quite safely placed your cheque. 
A riiumug mortgage at a fearful rate 

Detracts so much from credit of the S .e 

Let’s dear off thisiucumbrauce 0,1 e ran, 

Let imt a moment more the burden fall 
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In future let all nations well combine 
T' infict severe punishment coiulign 
On those peace-breakers wild, who mischief wrouglit, i 
In furth'rance of designs so lU begot, 
lear your full share of burden to redeem 
The mortgage, thus blow up the foe’s dark scheme. 
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Tlie Ifldiaii War Loari. 


H. E Lord Wiiliagdon's 
Stirring Appeal 

To Mipjjort }be is a sojernti oWfg'afJon of datj, 

Jiotiouj and patriot <5m . . Bouibaj Jias 

prided iierstlf on being foreni'ist iit ill great m')\eiu“iit‘> in fnfia 
I fiaveeverj faitii ilie will mniiitiin hei phc" in ffti'* die 
greatest issue that has e\<^i been lud befoie hei citir^ns ~ The 
Bomhaa Clironicle ‘ 


I 

O people of this Presidency vast, 

Both men and women, of each creed and caste, 
Now IS tlie time for you forthwith to sho«, 
Your public spirit true to overthrow 
The brutal foes for which sure weapon find 
In Indian War Loan with terms well defined 
Not mere financial gain or interest, 

Should lead you to invest w it with zest 
II 

Let rich and poor in it participate, 

None should his gams with greed non caJcnlite, 
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'i hough these are ntany ami so patent too, 
Transaction safe and profitable true. 

Release the shares \ou hold in slumbering firms, 
Invest in War Loans on so easy terms. 

Give proof of Iiul’s traditional lojaliy, 

And spread the fame of Bombay's probity. 

Ill 

How solemn is the obligation then, 

On everv true and honest citizen, 

Of Dutv, Honour and of Loyalty, 

To support in full the Loan of Victorj. 

’Twill win the War and ever leave )ou free, 
Subscribe to it with hberaliiy 
See how each pari of ih’ Empire has combined 
To make full sacrifice of every kind. 

IV 

The peace of India’s now so well secured, 

By British navy's matchless shield assured. 

’T has kept )our sacred soil inviolate 
From th’ unclean hands of coward foes ingrate, 
Who’ve pillaged, devastated and destro)ed 
Fair lands and cities, shamelessly deco}ed, 
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Enslaved anti outraged women and young ones, 
Wliere’er tlieyve earned fire and sword-those Huns. 

V 

O give then all you can, and that at once, 

To Duty’s call thus make a prompt response 
Gam lasting peace and safet} for the world, 

Tlie banner proud of Liberty unfurled 
Is tins not, too, a debt of honour, pray, 

That every loyal citizen should pay ^ 

Haven't 3 on been spared the wreck o'er Europe 
. * spread ’ 

Think of the brave who on the field have bled 
VS 

It's Bombay’s boast, aye, jusl and honest pride, 

To foremost stand on Truth and Justice' side, 

In all the movements high m India known, 

And seeds of greatness, sooth, she has first sown. 

So let her now maintain her honoured place 
In this the greatest issue she * as to face, 

And prove tlie Queen of Cities that she is, 

And real by prxma tti Indis. 
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H. M. The King at the 
Imperial War Conference. 

( 3rd May 1917. ) 

“The \alueofthe Enipjre lies not 111 its gieatness and 
strencth alone, but m the se\eral contributions that each of its 
dueise parts v.nh their \aTii»g citcmustances and conditions 
makes to the one general stock of knowledepe and progress *' 

I 

How frank and op<5n*hearted did express 
His Majesty his viev-s to the address 
Giv’n by iJie Tiie Impenal Conference of War, 
Summoned to advise on weii;hty problems sore ; — . 

“ The tide of ardent souls from far and wide 
Comes pouring in with pride to Britain’s side, 

Their pulses beating quick, their liearts aglow, 

To oppose with strength and nerve the common foe 

a 

See, India and the daugther Colonies 
Numerous armies raised ivith perfect ease, 

Magnificent the contributions made 
)f men and mone> m the Fmpires’s aid, 
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By nil her subjects with a fervour keen, — 

To me so great a source of pride 't has been,— 
The call of Duty such response has met, 

From lo}aI subjects, which I'Jl ne’er forget 

TIf 

They’ve made towards th’ expenses of the nar 
Great sacrifices never knowm before. 

Without a groan or murmur shed fheir blood, 
A.nd fearless at tlie c.innon's mouth hive stood 
Hou Liberty and Freedom’s glorious Cause 
Millions from farthest end of Empire draws — 
This, this the Keystone of my Empire famed, 

For years and ^ears from Eist to West proclaimed 
JV 

Do not true sympathy’ and brotherhood 
Breed harmony, lead to the common good. 
Conduce to safety, honour and welfare 
Of the Dominions in my daily care’ 

And help, forsooth, to build foundations sure 
On IV inch the State can rest and long endure ’ 
Better than tons of gold is amity 
Higher than pomp and pride is unitv. 



V 

Not in Its greatness, or its strength, alone 
The value of the Empire lies, I own 
But in the sev’ral contributions made 
By each one of its diverse parts well laid, 
With all their varying circumstances new, 

To that sole common stock of progress true 
Which various parts in golden links shall bind, 
With one intent, one object, and cne mind 

VI 

May, mu your comradeship in the open field 
Continue long, its choicest fruit to yield 
Of service, sacrit’tac and suffering 
And fighting for your Empire and your King 
And closet bind My peoples’ lo\aI hearts, 

With silken thread of love that soon imparts 
Such Faith and Hope as will endure for aye, 
After the horrid wa» Ins passed awa\. 

VII 

With feelings of ilTcctionace regard 
1 shall by day and night your interests guard, 
And follow ceaselessly the happiness 
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Of )ours my subjects loved with eagerness. 

As shepherd to his flock, so I to you , am bound, 
To watch your weal and keep you safe and sound 
May God Almighty shield and bless you all, 
Who’ve gathered liere from far at th' Empire’s call 

May lo, igi? 



Her Majesty’s Token of Sympathy 

TO 

INDIA’S WAR BEREAVED WOMEN 

In sorrow and sympathy my thoughts flj 
across the seas to my sisters in India, that beautiful land which 
I have twice visited and love so well 1 send jou this to do hon- 
our to a Very brave soldier of the Empire who died for you and 
for us in the glorious fight for truth and freedom against tyranny 
and broken faith ' Mary R 1 ( The Bombay Chronicle 1 2th 

August 1917 j 

Ye bound with the Empire in the closes tie, 

My noble sisters dear, my friends in Ind,* 

Whose hearts with mine with golden thread are 

twined, 

My thoughts across the parting sea waves high 
In sorrow and in sympathy now fly 
To your enchanted land that we did find, 

Twice during visits ours, so loving-kind, 

YouVe lost indeed, the apple of your e}e 

Accept this token from m) hearty I crave, 

In honour of the Empire’s soldier brave, 

Who died for )OU, and died for Us, as well, 

In fight, which doth in righteousness excel— 

A fight for Truth, for Justice, L-iberty, 

'Gainst broken fmth and he and tyranny 
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OPINIONS, 

The Voice of the East on the Great War 

[7s/ Senes ] 

A volume of v■^era^ m h'*coic ver-^e on the event*? of 
recent years, e<>peciaUy the events of the war The language is 
vigorous and correct and shows ft close studj of the classic 
poets of Englmd as well as real poetic sense m the author ’ — 

{T/ie Indian Education for October 19 /^ 5 ) 

Dr WvlUam Wordsworth L 1, D C I E» L'xte Principal of 
the Elphiustone College Bombay, writes from Capn initalj- 

* I write a few lines to thank > on forjour Voice of the 
Last ” I ha\e read it with interest and pleasure It breathes a 
fine spirit and that conveyed with much energy of expression ' 

Kisse-i-Sanjan- 

(Being a oarratue of the first arrival of the Parsees from 
/ran to India Edited by R B Paymaster With an Introdue 
tion by R P Karkarn (Fort Printing Press Bombay. ) 

Mr Paymaster has done t*‘O^Thttalists in general 

and to his fellow countrytr^en m particular, his scholarly 
edition of this little epic Tfie*Pilgfim_Father^hf the Parsi rpce 
fled froni Persia about GOO A D , with their wlyQB apd belongings 
to escape the alternatives of extinction or con\^rgf$n at the hands 
)f the conquering Mahomedaq? At first they migrated no 
‘urther than Ormuz , but pe6fecvt«pn (qllowqil thbdi there 'xnd 
:hey took ship to India They^st^put ir^ the port of Diu, but 


finding this spot iinpropilious, they hoisted sail, '“j 

Gnjarnt After cspeeiencing a terrible ™ 

anchor at San, an, a village on the coa^‘ ^out -*5 

of Daman Here they were befriended by the local 

Jayadera, who allowed them to settle down i 

moved to friendliness by discovering the (jenera 

customs between the Indians and their Irania 

tions afterwards, when the "--oniedans invaded^G^.t 

Parsts repaid in. earnest the hospitality ^ 

.'Fear not, O Prince, ' cried their »eoJ 

in battle IS known to all upon the foe thoueji 

bodies Not a man of us will turn his hoc p 
a millstone were dashed “P"" ^ j l„s companions fo“”* 

ensued, the Hindus lied but Ardeshir and 

a glorious death on the field ,n the Bahrut mountains 

the flower of ""em laee, took refuge Im ^ 

thence, ssh'" P™* r« uhtlmm the sacred Are, Herr 
to Bansdah and Navsari. ta g jp,e,tl over 

they settled down, and ,„'^|,„w.rful nee The book 

Qujnrat and became a li''‘>*S“pe„iui^ test (written m 15J9 

before us noutains the o igmal Pers G„,eca,i piosc 

A, D,J, earefuliy “"^.'i tcan^.ion (1842 J and a 

ti anslation , Eastwick’a Hngh®!j.„p Geglish translations upper 
modem translation by the edit b l,„e been 

rather superfluous E.stwiek s is good, a 

sufBcicut to have added ”|''7bc point and the work '* 

cia’s introduction IS scholarly mistakes 

„el, turned out There ,„e proof-corrector 

„|„eh should not have escaped the .>e _ 

The Times of India. JiuS'ist U 



WORKS BY THE S\ME AUTHOR. 


Kisse-i-Saiijaii /'ni Pcrai.iii, KtiglMi & Clii] irati) Rs. 
The Pars! Praka* Yol, HI, Parts to 1 to S each Rs 
The Nazarana or Poem on the Coronation of 
King Edtvmi VII 

“^unsfct and Sunn‘?s (Poems) ... __ * 

Mtdniiiht and Dawn • ... 

lilphinstone Cbllege Union Lectures ... ^ ” 

Mnjan M-jniorial Column Movement ... ’ 

' Life of Mr Bamanji D Petit ••• ... *' 

2 Life of Dadabhai Naorojt lu Gnjarati Cloth bound 
'« I. ,, ». >» Ptiperboiind ,, 
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The following hook xvxll be readii shortly;-. 

The Epic of Sanjati m English verse being 
a narrative of the Ewdus of devout 


Zoroastnai’s from Iran to Western India 
alter the fall of the dynasty of Sassan 


fiom the original Kisse-i-Sanjan written 
by Bahman Katkobad- tliiee centuries 



